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"And the concert was really awesome. It was the first time | had heard Iron Maiden and they were great. 
Bruce's voice was magical live, so much clearer than on any CD. And the acoustics of the concert hall 
emphasized it so well too". Lars beamed over at Kirk, pausing in his chatter to reach for the squeezy sauce 


bottle. He squirted a large quantity of red sauce all over his chips. Kirk studied it, looking bemused. 
‘Lars, can you actually taste the chips through all that sauce?", he asked. 


"Of course", replied the little drummer, putting the bottle down and stirring his chips round and round in the 
red mush. "The sauce helps to bring out the flavour". 


Lars was having dinner at Kirk's house. Mrs Hammett had cooked chips, beans and chipolata sausages. Lars had 
already drowned his sausages in sauce and now he was performing the same act on the rest of the food. Mrs 
Hammett was eating in a more refined fashion, a pleased smile on her face as she watched Lars enjoying his 
food. Kirk added a medium sized blob of sauce to the side of his plate and carefully dipped a chip in it. 


"And the first song Iron Maiden played was Run to the Hills. Everybody started yelling and cheering and | was 
lucky cos | was right at the front by the stage and | had a brilliant view of the band. And then Eddie came on 


stage and.."..Lars continued to tell Kirk and Mrs Hammett about the Iron Maiden concert. He was about half 
way through the show by the time they had finished their main meal and Mrs Hammett had gone into the 
kitchen to fetch the pudding. 


"And at half time, | went to the bar and bought a glass of vodka with dandelion and burdock and a slice of 
pineapple on the edge of the glass", Lars continued. "And these guys who were standing nearby looked at me as 
if they thought | wouldn't be able to handle the drink. Haha, what assholes! | downed it in one gulp and... 


"Lars", Kirk said warningly. "If my mom hears you swearing..".. 


"But they were as.sorry a-holes", Lars insisted. "Smirking at me and whispering how somebody my size 


wouldn't be able to handle a triple vodka’. 

"You never said it was a triple", Kirk said. 

"Yeah, | just did", Lars continued. "Anyway, what else could | call them?" 

"Hmm. jerks, losers, butt-nuggets.." 

"Kirk!" Mrs Hammett had just returned with a tray on which she was carrying three dishes and a large blue 
and white stripy jug. "Don't say such insulting words at the dinner table. What will Lars think of your 
manners?" 

‘Sorry Mom", said Kirk, blushing. 

"That's alright. Just don't let me hear you talking like that again", said Mrs Hammett. "Now, here you are 
boys". She put a dish each in front of Kirk and Lars. Each one contained a generous slice of blueberry pie. The 
berries gleamed a deep purple as they peeked out the sides of the pie and hot steam was rising off the 


golden-brown crust. "Help yourselves to cream too", she added, setting down the jug. 


"Thanks Mom", said Kirk. He reached out for the jug but Mrs Hammett tapped him across the knuckles with 


her spoon 

"Kirk! Let Lars have the cream first, he is our guest", she said sternly. 

"Sorry", said Kirk, quickly withdrawing his hand. 

"Really, the amount of times | have had to tell you off today", tutted Mrs Hammett. "Anybody would think 
that you were 1, not IT. And it's setting such a bad example to Lars too". Kirk went red again, he was sure 
that Lars was smirking behind his back. Kirk decided that it would be a wise move to escape from his mom's 


stern presence. 


"Umm, Mom, can we take our puddings upstairs to eat in my room?", he asked. 


"No Kirk, eat them down here", Mrs Hammet replied. "You'll get crumbs over everything if you eat on your 


bed". 

"OK Mom", Kirk sighed. He flashed a Lars a quick pout, as if to say moms! Lars grinned at him. 

Just then there was a knock at the door. "Oh, | bet that is Mrs Woollingham. | told her to call round for a 
coffee after we had had dinner", said Mrs Hammet. She got up from the table. "Perhaps you boys had better 
take your puddings upstairs after all". 

“Alright, thanks Mom", said Kirk He and Lars stood up too, picking up their dishes. 


"Take the cream too", said Kirk's mom. She thrust the jug into Kirks' hands. "Go on, quickly now boys". 


Kirk and Lars headed upstairs, while Mrs Hammett went into the hall to answer the door. "Mom only wants us 
out of the way cos she doesn't want us to listen to their gossip", Kirk grumbled. 


"You mean you want to sit and hear two women gossiping’, Lars enquired. "You're weird Kirk!" 


The two lads went into Kirk's room and Kirk put the his dish and jug down on the side table drawer next to his 
bed. They say down on the bed and Kirk poured Lars some cream. 


"Say when", he said. "And that doesn't mean waiting until the jug is empty". 
"Shut up dick", growled Lars. He waited until all of his pie bar the crust was submerged in cream. "OK, when". 


Kirk stopped pouring, and was dismayed to see that there was only a small drop of cream left in the jug. "Lars! 


You're worse than a cat. There's none left for me". 

"Yeah, there is", said Lars, sticking his nose in the jug. 

"Yeah, about two millilitres", whined Kirk. "And NOW you've just ruined what there was by breathing all over it". 
Lars snorted. "How can that ruin it? | haven't got the fucking plague or anything dude". 

Lars, what did | tell you before about swearing’, Kirk said sharply. 

"Yeah yeah, sorry Mom". Lars rolled his eyes. "Hey! Actually you sounded JUST like your mom then". 

"Did not!" 


"Did so" 


"Did NOT!" 

"Did so.Mrs Hammett". 

That did it for Kirk. He dived on Lars, ignoring the groan of protest from his bedsprings. The two boys 
wrestled, rolling over and over and causing the bed to creak and wail more. At last Kirk got the upper hand; he 
lay on top of Lars, pinning him down with the weight of his body. 

"Now take that backl", Kirk exclaimed. 

"Take what back, Mrs Hammett"; Lars giggled. Kirk scowled at him. He reached under his bed and pulled out 
something. Lars saw a flash of steel and before he knew what was happening, Kirk had fastened his right hand 
to the bedpost. 


"Heyl", Lars cried indignantly. "Unfasten me Kirk, or else". 


"Or else what", Kirk said lazily. He grabbed Lars other hand and locked that in a handcuff too. The little 


drummer glared at him. 

"Let me go! | want to eat my pie", he shouted. 

"Who said that you can't eat it?", Kirk asked, leaning over to where Lars’ dish was. He picked it up and moved in 
close to his friend again. Then he scooped a piece of pie onto the end of the spoon and held it up by Lars’ 


mouth. 


"Open wide Lars", Kirk grinned. 
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Lars looked confused but he readily opened his mouth (as he was still hungry). Kirk fed the pie to him, taking 
care not to hit Lars' teeth with the metal of the spoon. Then he gave Lars another spoonful and another. 
"Kirk, | can feed myself ya know", Lars said, blushing a little. Kirk giggled and blushed too. 


"I know but it is more fun this way", he said. He filled the spoon again and this time rubbed the end of it 


against Lars' nose, getting some cream on it. Lars squealed and tried to lick his nose. 
"Hahahahaha, you can't reach Lars", Kirk said gleefully. Lars pouted at him. 


"So? Neither can you. Nobody can lick their nose with their tongue, its impossible". 


"No it isn't", said Kirk. "| can do it". 


"No you can't!" 
"Yeah, | can". 
"Can't" 


"Can, oh look, let me show you", said Kirk. He dipped his finger in the jug and put some cream on his own nose. 


Then he stuck his tongue out and skillfully licked it off. Lars stared, his green eyes wide. 
"Show off", he muttered and Kirk gave him a smug smile. 


‘lm not showing off, | have a naturally flexible tongue", said Kirk He moved close to Lars and then licked the 
cream of his nose. Lars made to pull away but Kirk put his hand on the back of Lars' head, holding it in place. 


Lars snorted, trying to hide his nervousness. 
"Kirk, you're just being weird now", he said. 


"Why? | thought you wanted your nose cleaning?" Kirk said playfully. He picked up the spoon again and rubbed 


some cream onto Lars: lips. 


"Oi, you better not be gonna try and fucking kiss me", Lars growled. He was trying to sound threating but the 
pout on his baby face and the fact that he was handcuffed to the bed ruined the effect. Kirk smiled and 


leaned in close again. Then he pressed his lips to Lars’ and gave him a long, lingering kiss. 


Lars gasped, which wasn't the best of ideas because this caused him to open his mouth. Thinking it was an 
invitation, Kirk slipped his tongue inside, kissing the drummer properly. Lars squirmed about, trying to free 
himself from the handcuffs. But Kirk lay down on top of him again, pinning him down. He wrapped one arm 


around Lars' waist and used his free hand to caress Lars' soft hair. 


At last, Kirk broke the kiss and gazed down at his friend, his eyes dark with longing. "How was that baby?", he 
asked. 


"Erm.l..".stammered Lars, trying to disguise the fact that he had actually quite liked it. “lah, can | have some 


more of my pie?" 
"Hehehe, you'll get a lot more than pie", Kirk giggled, as he reached down to undo Lars’ jeans. 


Lars blinked and held still as Kirk pulled his jeans down around his knees. He dipped the spoon into the jug and 
scooped some cream onto it. Then he held the spoon over Lars' stomach and tipped it slightly, so that the 
cream trickled down onto him. The drummer squealed and wriggled about. "Ohhh, that's cold! Stop it Kirk!", he 


cried. 


"Awww, let me warm you up then’, Kirk smiled He leaned over Lars and lapped the cream up from his 


stomach. Lars squirmed around some more and began to giggle. 
"That's tickling mel” 


"You're always complaining Lars", chuckled Kirk. He tipped another spoonful of cream onto his friend and this 
time some of it trickled down onto Lars’ thighs. He was unable to hold in a moan when Kirk put his head down 
and licked him there. The feeling of the guitarists tongue on his sensitive legs was very pleasurable to Lars. 
Kirk smiled to himself as he saw Lars' stretch his legs out and paddle his feet. He pulled off Lars’ trainers and 
dropped them onto the floor. 


"Kirk, don't you dare tickle my feet!", the little drummer warned. "If you do, I'll.|'Il scream for your mom!" 
"Aww, | was just making sure you didn't get my bedcover muddy’, said Kirk, his eyes gleaming with fun. "| 
won't hurt you baby. | wanna do sexy things to you". He slid up Lars' body again and resumed kissing him on 
the lips. This time Lars returned the kiss, closing his eyes and sighing with longing. Kirk also kissed Lars’ eyelids 
and his cute nose. Then he moved his head to the side so he could nibble on Lars‘ ear. The drummer 
whimpered and pushed his body up against Kirks. 

"Oh shit, that feels good", he murmured. 

"Let me make it feel ever better", Kirk whispered into Lars’ ear. He tugged Lars’ briefs down and smirked as 
he realised just how aroused his friend was. Kirk slipped a hand underneath Lars, squeezing his ass hard. Lars 
cried out and pushed down onto Kirk's hand, wanting more. 

"And now, | think I'll finish off my cream", Kirk said, sitting up and reaching for the jug. Eyeing up Lars semi- 
nude body, he added on with a smirk, "I hope you have left me enough baby". 
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Some time later, Kirk and Lars lay cuddled up together on the bed. Lars' face was flushed and every drop of 
cream had been thoroughly cleaned off his body by Kirk. Kirk kissed Lars' nose and smiled at him. 


"How was it baby?", he asked in a whisper. "Did you enjoy it?" 
"Oh hell, yeah", Lars muttered. "It was just..great. | loved it". 
As / knew you would, you naughty little drummer Kirk thought gleefully. 


Kirk smiled and touched the tip of Lars' nose gently. Then he snuggled closer to his buddy, putting his head on 


Lars' shoulder. "Hmm, you wanna finish the rest of your pie?", he asked. 


"Later", Lars murmured, sounding very sleepy. Kirk wrapped his arms around Lars and lay there, enjoying being 


close to the drummer. Within seconds, Lars was fast asleep, snoring quietly and making little snuffling noises. 


| think | could sleep too, Kirk thought. Lars is sending me off now.he closed his eyes and relaxed, wondering if 


Lars would return the favour when he had slept. 


Suddenly there was a loud knock at the door. "Kirkl", called out the voice of Mrs Hammett. "Bring yours and 
Lars' dishes downstairs if you have finished. And then can you do the washing up for me?" 


"Uhhh..", muttered Kirk, stirring from his doze. 


"NOW Kirk!"; Mrs Hammett shouted, her voice sounding stern. Kirk scrambled up off the bed, gathered up his 
dish (Lars still had pie left) and the jug and headed over to the door. 


"OK mom, I'm coming’, Kirk called As he was about to open the door, he glanced back at Lars. He was lying fast 
asleep on the bed, his hands still cuffed to the headboard and his jeans and briefs around his knees. Kirk 
giggled. He hoped very much that Lars wouldn't awake until he had finished his chores. Then he slipped out of 
his room quietly, still chuckling to himself. 


The End 


